



I sit, now, in the rebel's camp. It took two days to reach it, hiking through woods and over a stream. I'm tired, dirty, and worried for Rhia. I hope her eye is alright. 

I first learned about true silence on that hike. But everything ends, and we reached the camp. 

I don't know what I expected. Callia was cryptic at best, confrontational at worst, when I realized she was leading us here instead of back to the others. 

But I followed her anyways, and she brought me home. 

Now I sit in the camp, wondering what will happen next.